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makes an incongruity in that world of banks and
shipping-offices. Gracechurch Street I walked
through and did not know that it was Grace-
church Street until I saw the statue of King
William at its end. The "oldest house in Lon-
don" was gone from Cheapside; also William-
son's Hotel, once the residence of London's
Lord Mayors; but Honey Lane Market I found
still living, and still, with its little shops, a retail
market. The plane-tree of Poor Susan still takes
up space which might be used for money-grub-
bing, and casts its agreeable shade over the
corner of Wood Street, and Bow Bells are still
there, though at the time of writing the church
is under repair. The Royal Exchange is still
waiting for somebody to put a glass case over
it, and Pimm's is still serving its "No. i Cup."
Queen Victoria Street and Cannon Street look
pretty much as they did, and in a world of
change it was reassuring to find Cannon Street
Station still lending its comeliness to a some-
what less comely stjreet. But elsewhere, differ-
ences met me at every corner. Eastcheap and
Pudding Lane were both more trim than when
I last saw them, and Billingsgate had shed much
of its reek^and noise. New Broad Street and
London Wall were more imposing, and the
approach to London Bridge much brighter.
But the Bridge, at nine in the morning and six
in the evening, is still one of the major sights of